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Charles Edwin, E/q; 


SIR, 


No ſooner thought 
of Printing a few Co- 
pies of theſe uncor- 
rect Poems, than I 
immediately determined to 
whom they were to be ad- 
dreſſed : For, ſince Provi- 
dence has ſo carly deprived 

[a 2] me 


WY 


& "DEDICATION. 


. me Se the Gentleman to 
whoſe) Bounty. the chiefeſt 
Part” of my Education was 
owing ; What Perſon can 
have ſo much Right to the 
or Fruits there as the 
n of that Excellent Bene: 
factor, who is the Inheritor 
as well of his Father's Ver- 
tues, as Eſtate. K 

I hope, therefore, That 
the Gratitude of my Heart 
will atone for the Preſump- 
tion of the Addreſs, and the 
Meanneſs of the Preſent; 
And as they are the Pro- 
duct of the Juvenile Age of 
their Author, that you'll 
have the Goodneſ 8 to look 
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DEDICATION. 
upon their Imperfections 
with a favourable Eye, and 
receive them as kindly as a 
T heſſalian King once did a 
Basket of F Lowers preſented 
him by a poor Shepherd, not- 
withſtanding he had more 
Plenty of his own Growth, and 
in much greater Perfection. 

J ſhall not take the Ad 
vantage this Opportunity 
would preſent, to inſiſt on 
the many Excellencies which 
diſtinguiſhingly ſhine in ou, 
leſt 1 give an Umbrage of 
Offence to Your Modeſty ; it 
being the peculiar Property of 
a Generous and Noble Spirit, 
tobe more delighted in Accu- 
mulating 


DEDICATTON:. 


mulating Benefits, than Recei- 
ving Thanks. Beſides, Sir, 
You are fo generally known 
to be plac'd above the Reach 
of my Praiſe, that You have 
already foreſtalled any At- 
tempts of my poor Encomt- 
ums: But feeing You ſtill 
vouchſafe to continue Me in 
Your good Thoughts, I am 
at a Loſs to judge, whether 
J ſhould be more blameable 
tor an ungrateful Silence, or 
for running the Hazard of in- 
curring the Chargo of Vanity 
in this publick Mannerof Ac- 


knowledgment. 
With regard to theſe little 


_ Effays, I will only ſay, That 


as 


DEDICATION. 
as they are too juvenile to 
ſtand the Telt of a penetra- 
ting Judgment, ſo, if I may 
eſcape uncenſured for this 
Time, I will promiſe never 
more to offend in the like 
kind; having, ever ſince the 
Change of my Condition, laid 
alide theſe lighter Amuſe- 
ments, and intirely devoted 
my Mind to more ſolid and 
durable Subjects. 

ThatY ou may always, Si, 
continue to be both Good and 
Great, and, ſteadily perſeve- 
ring in the Paths of Your 
Worthy Father, may reap 
the Rewards of Your Integri- 
ty, Honour, Wiſdom and 
Q'-\ Ka VF FL KH Loy- A 


DEDICATION: 
Loyalty, is, what every Wel- 
wither to our preſent happy 
Conſtitution, both in Church 


and State, ought to deſire, and 

what, You may be aſſured, no 
One ſhall with more ardent 
Zeal and real ene, pray 
for, than, 


SIR, 


Your Moft Obliged, and 


Moſt Obedient Servant, 


is Jonx WIIXINsO t. 
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MISCELLANEOUS 
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On the Mach. lamented DEATH of 
SAMUEL EDWIN, Ey; 


Heu ! Genitorem, ommis cure caſuſque leuamem 
Amitto. —— VIX. 


—_—. 
—_i 
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$6 1 7 * Nexorable Death ! triumphant Fiend ! 
207 Y When will thy Conqueſts and thy Pow'r 


| ſhave End ? 
| | For ever wilt thou here extend thy 
1 5 . 
And fi r _ Worthy, with the Baſe, away x 
Will nought thy lawleſs Tyranny reftrain ? | 
Shall Honour fail ? and Goodneſs beg in vain ? 

It muſt, the ghaſtly Monarch ſays, It muſt * 
And, to convince us, points at Epwin's Duſt. 


A Qh1 


"Pu 


ES 1. 
Oh ! Who enangh'can foch u Loſs bemoes, 
And other's Grief not meaſure by his own ? 


Warrr here on Earth He had his frail Abode, 
His King he honour'd, and ador'd His Gop. 
By reſtleſs Men, and worldly Cares, unmov'd, 
Nought could diſturb th' harmonious Peace he loy'd. 
To Juftice, Mercy, Piety inclin'd, 
Nor Pride, nor Avarice debas'd His Mind. 
His Bounty through the World diffufive ſhone, 
And ever roſe, but ſet not, with the Sun : 
The Poor and Helpleſs in his Aid were bleſt, 
He fed the Hungry, and reliev'd th' Opprefs'd ; 
And every needy Soul his Charity confeſſy'd, | | 
3 = | 
: Gn KAT Rivers thus munificently flow, 
And ever, as they lend, more eaſy gros. 
Through laviſh Channels thys the ſwelling Sea, 
Its —— and flaws more fre- 
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LS 

To all the World let Erwr1n's Worth be known, 
While grateful I. a thouſand Farours umz 
J felt a Thouſand, yet he bid to ſaar Aue 
My eager Hopes and Wiſhes {till for mare. 
His Smiles, betimes, my tender Boſom cheat d. 
And all my Soul in early Vertue rear cdu. 
Naw ripen'd into Man, to loſe: the Guide, 
That taught me Truth, and all my Wants ſupply'd 
Extravagant the Grief, that racks my Brain! 
"Tis now my Buftnefs only to complain, 
And mourn the Cruelty of Fate and Dead, ö 
That made ſuch Haſte to rob Him of his Breath, '. + 
O that ſome Angel bad o'er-rul'd the Blow, 
And bled us longer with the 8A INT below) 
But pleas'd, perhaps, the Angels aw it gin, 
And flock d around to weleeme Him to Heav gn. 


— 
2 
2 


Or Noble Blood His Lovely Conse came, 
A Mynr A, deſcended 16 His Flamen 


141 


(Sprung from that truly great illuſtrious Houſe,) 


With equal Love fhe met His ardent Vows ; 
Each happy Day, .and each revolving Night, 
Confirm'd their Loves, and heighten'd their Delight : 
Nor thought the Fair ſo ſoon to be oppreſt 
With Epwin's Loſs, torn from her ſorrowing Breaſt ; 
But now, with pungent Sorrow ſtung, ſh' appears 
Devoid of Comfort, and o'er-charg'd with Tears! 


Bur weep no more, Great Relict᷑ of the Man, 
Who ended Life, as pure as He began! 

Timely Relief His ſhining ue gives, 

And all the Father in his Children lives. 

Look on Thy Sox, with joyous Comfort, look, 
And ſee him tread the Steps His Father took; 
He, by his Vertue, ſhall uphold his Fame, 
And to Poſterity preſerve His Name. 


| Tay Davcurtzxs view, as all do with Surprize ! 
And with their blooming Beauties feaſt Thy Eyes; 


Bright 


— 


(5) 
Bright as Thy ſelf! behold Them copy Thee! 
And all Thy own, in their Perfections, ſee. 
Oh! let me now to Softneſs tune my Lays, 
And ſweetly to the Groves reſound Their Praiſe, 
Where Goadeſſes reſort, and tell them there, 
Of all their Train, they ſhew us none ſo fair. 


Bur while I dwell on Charms unmatch'd, I ſeem 
To filence Sorrow, and forget my Theme : N 
Impoſſible ! — For though with Art I trove, 

I could not Epwin from my Breaſt remove: 

The Miſer's Cheſt not hoards more faſt his Gold, 
Than does my Soul His dear Remembrance hold. 
Could I with David mourn, and ſhew his Art, 

And play that Orator's Heroick Part, 
When He Saul's Fate in Battle did deplore, 
And wiſh'd that Gs Dew might fall no more 3 © 
Or with Tertullus“ Rhetorick debate, Ao 
I need not then for wiſh'd Applauſes wait! 


*/ 7 


[6] 
But ride uneven Numbers crowd the Way, 
And Grief prevents what Duty bids me ſay. 
Yet why this Flood of Tears! He is not dead, 
To Heav'n, Immortal Epwix's Som is fled ; 
Swift through the Milky Way it took its Flight, 
And in a Moment reach'd the Realms of Light. 


Cour p Vows or Pray'rs, have interpos'd to ſave, 
And keep Thee longer from the greedy Grave, 
Thy living Vertues, had employ'd the Verſe, 
Which now, in ſolemn Grief, attends thy Herſe. 
But Fate demanded, and we muſt refign ; 
Ours is the Sorrow, but the Bliſs is thine. 


O Epw1n ! reſt fecure of Deathleſs, Fame, 
So many Lawrels crown thy worthy Name! 0 
Thy Judgment and Thy Parts were all reſin d, 
Whate'er I read, recals Thee to my Minde 
Thou taught 'ſt Us whilſt Thou livd'it, to ſoar onHigh, 


And dy'd'ſt Thy ſelf, to teach Us how to die. 
204 To 
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To the Ladies A. E. and C. E. 


* 


On preſenting to them the NEW-ArALANTIS. 


F, thankfully, I ſing of Favours ſhown, 
I (Favours it would be ſinful not to oon) 
If, grateful, bleſs the Fountains whence they flow, 
And tell the World, what Goodneſs reigns below : | 
| Attend, fair S15TERs, and approve the Lays, 
And as You merit it, accept the Praiſe. 
Perfection is my Theme; and all my Care 
Is not to flatter, but deſcribe the Fair, 
(And that's the higheſt Praiſe !) juſt as they ſhine, 
In their own proper Luſtre ; all Divine! 


Bur, Oh! the dnia Muſe faints on the Wing 


You are too good, and ſhe too weak, wo g 


201 To 


[8 ] 


To paint ſuch Goodneſs claims ſuperior Skill: 


Yet though ſhe wants the Pow'r, ſhe wants not Will. 


Her Labours then regard, approve her Pains, 


Though low the Numbers, and but mean the Strains. 


Tov bid the Muſe for future Favours hope, 
And rais'd her ſwelling ExpeCtations up; 
Nor does, tho' conſcious of her Weakneſs, need 
A greater Confirmation of the Deed, 
The Courtier's Promiſes are Words and Wind, 
They paſs along, but leave no Print behind, 
* Unconſtant Fortune oft our Wiſh beguiles, 
But ever to be truſted are Your Smiles. 
Nor can You what Your Smiles inſpire, diſclaim, 


Then, Muſe, proceed, and urge thy Way to Fame! 


How lovely Beauty looks, with Virtue join d! 
A perfect Body, with a perfect Mind! 
External Charms, a while, may pleaſe the Sight, 
But Virre 17 can the Soul delight: : N 


” ” „ 


For 


” 
* on 


[ 9 ] 
For thoſe, or Age, or Sickneſs often blaſt, 
Whilſt at, triumphant, does for ever laſt : 
But when, united, both together meet, 
Angelick Forms are hardly more compleat. 
Such Heav'nly Nymphs, the lovely E-— s are; 
At once fo very good, ſo very fair. 


Mx, You ſhun th' Applauſes of the Crowd, 
Tho' Young, yet Cautious; Beauteous, yet not Proud 
Softneſs and ſweeteſt Innocence you wear; 

* Form join'd with Vertue is a Sight too rare 4 

« But ſuch you are, with Charms refiſtleſs, crown'd, 
« Born to ſtrike ev'ry Eye, each Heart to wound | 
If Angels were to bleſs, our raviſh'd Eyes, 

We ſhould be dumb, and view 'em with Surprize 5 
With Wonder, on tranſcendent Brightneſs gaze, 
And all the Soul be loſt in ſweet Amaze : 


With equal Charms and Luſtre You appear, 
And fill th'admiring World with Love and Fear: 


B : $0 


[ 20 ] 
So the calm Sea, view'd from a lofty Scite, 
At once inſpires both Terror and Delight, 


How kind is Heav'n, in theſe degen'rate Times, 
To ſend ſuch Patterns to correct our Crimes! = 
By your Examples we are taught to live, 

And how againſt the rapid Stream to ſtrive. 

Had but your Infant Charms ſhot riper Day, 
When Ma xuLy's Pen did ſacred Wit diſplay, 
How had the charming Writer ſung your Fames, 
And to the Stars exalted both your Names ! 

In Deathleſs Characters you'd then have ſtood, 
For Form, for Wit recorded, and tor Blood, 
Supremely Beautiful, ſupremely Juſt and Good, 
O had ſhe had your Vertue with her Mit, 

How would each Line have glitter'd that ſhe writ ! 
No Scandals then, bad blurr'd the guilty Page, 
Nor bitter Stings, inſpir d by Party Rage, 

To wound the ſpotleſs Patriots of the Age: 


[ 12 ] 
But Virtue, Wit, and Beauty had been, then, 
The only Themes, that had imploy'd her Pen. 


4.3. ct hb bh ts 
Clog“ Lookeng-Glaf? 


Dices leu! quoties Te in en Waere alteram, 

Quæ Mens eſt hodte? - = - - = - - 

Vel cur bis Animis inco/umes non redetint Geng. 
Hor. 


I. 

HLOE, reflect how oft the Year 

4 Haschang'd, ſince firſt I breath'd my Flame ; 
Another Face the Seaſons wear, 

Yet cruel Cutok's ſtill the ſame. 

Unnatural no longer prove, 
| Reward the Paſſion you create; 
They do not live, who do not love, 


By that our Being we compleat. 


B 2 | II. The? 


[ 72 ] 
II. 
Tho' bleaky Winter blaſts the Fields, 
And blooming Pro ſpects are no more, 
No Charms though drooping Nature yields, 
But ſeems exhauſted of her Store: 
The Earth no ſooner feels the Sun, 
Than painted Meads produce their Crops, 
His genial Pow'r the Roſes own, 
And Swallows twitt” on Chimney-Tops. 
_ 


But though, when Winter's Froſts are o'er, 
The pregnant Spring ſhines forth again, 
And, ſpight of Autumm's killing Pow'r, 
A new-born Beauty gilds the Plain : 
Yet, when your Autumm once ſhall come, 
In vain you will expe& the Spring ; 
Faces have ne'er a ſecond Bloom, 


And Time will endleſs Winter bring. 


[ 13 } 


IV. 


Take Warning by * Bzrinpa Fair, 
Where tuneful Is glides along, 
Who, late, of every Bard the Care, 

The conſtant Theme of every Song : 
To ſhade the f Zlaz9 of her Hair, 

Now, what avails the Art of Lead? 
For Age has furrow'd deep the Fair, 

And with her Charms her Slaves are fled, 

V. D 

Then, while the Sun darts kindly Rays, 

And envy'd Beauties grace thy Cheek, 
With Gratitude accept my Lays, 

A Heart both kindly give and take. 1 
Then Thou alone ſhalt always reign 

The Sov'reign Miſtreſs of my Heart, f 9 
The World thy Vertues ſhall maintain, 

And grateful I will fing my Part. 


— — ; - 


* Once a celebrated Toaſt at Oxford. 
T She was Red. hair d. 


On 


[ 14 ] 


ERC e RAID 
EDEDES Sc 


On a FL x, drown'd in a Lady's Eye. 


Quem Mortis timmit Gra tum. Hor. 


— 


I. 
_— not, vain Fly, thy certain Fate, 
Nor boldly wing thy eager Flight; 
With Joy thou hover'ſt round the Bait, 
Nor dream'ſ of Ruin in the Light. 
Who 
Deluded Fly! that thus preſum'd 
T' invade cœleſtial Light! 
Bold PA rox, to Ruin doom' d, 
Fell not from ſuch a Height. 
III. 
Tou hop'd to mingle in a Flame, 
And, PnoxRix like, expire: 


C15.) 


How vain was your ambitious Aim! 


How ſtrange, to drown in Fire! 
IV. 
So Icarvs, becauſe he try'd 
To trace the trackleſs Way, 
Was, all at once, like You, deſtroy'd 
By Sun-beams and by Sea. 


V. 
Yet happy You, who, now at Reſt, 


So ſweet a Tomb can boaſt ! 
By Myxra's Cruelty you're bleſt, 
As by your Raſhneſs loſt. 


VI. 
Let Lovers learn by Tours, their Fate; 


*Tis Mrxà's Pride to ſlay: 
Dom1T1an-like, ſhe leaves her State, 


And ſtoops to any Prey, 


On 


[16 ] 


BY KDY (ETY(EDY KRY KR BY EY 


On a Toung Lady throwing SNow-BALLs. 


J. 
© on the bleak Winds, on barren Sands, 
While Dzr1a dare her Charms expoſe, 
To miſſive Globes, with clowing Hands, 
She forms the ſoft deſcending Snows. 
II. 
The lovely Maid, from ev'ry Part 
Collecting, moulds with niceſt Care 
The Flakes, leſs frozen than her Heart, 
Leſs than her downy Boſom fair ! 
III. 
On my poor Breaſt her Aim ſhe tries, 
Levell'd at me, like darted Flame 
From Jovx's red Hand, the Pellet flies; 
As ſwift its Courſe, as ſure its Aim 


IV. Cold, 


[ 17 | 
IV. : 
Cold, as I thought the fleecy Raid, 
Unſhock'd I Rood, nor fear'd a Smart: 
While latent Fires, with pointed Pain, 
Shot through my Veins, and pierc'd my Heart; 
Fo 
Or, with her Eyes, ſhe warms the Snow, 
| (What Coldneſt can their Beams withſtand ? 
Or elſe, (who wou'd not kindle ſo 7 
It caught thꝰ Infection from her Hand: 
VI. 
So glowing Seeds to Flints confin'd, 
The Sun's enliv'ning Heat conveys ; 
Thus Iron, to the Load-ftone join'd, 
Uſurps its Pow'r, and wins its Praiſe. 
VII. 
80 ſtrongly influent burn her Charte, 
While Heav'n's own Light can ſcarce appear; 
While Winter's Rage his Rays diſarms, 
And blaſts the Beauties of the Year! 
0 vn To 


[28] 
VII. 
To ev'ry Hope of Safety loſt, 
In vain we fly the lovely Foe, 
Since Flames invade, diſguis'd in Froſt, 
And Curip tips his Shafts with Snow. 


The T RIFLE X. 


Ee to boaſt his Parts, and Senſe profound, 
With various Trinkums hangs his Study round, 
Here Afralobes and Teleſcopes depend, 

And Quadrants tremble on a Cobler's End. 

Here Shells, and Stones, and Vermin ſtrike the Eyes, 
Plants, Caterpillars, Maggots, Butterflies, 
Bones, Skeletons, Gums, Pickles, Amber, Ore, 
Wood percify'd, ten thouſand Trifles more. be 
On this Foundation Gapzus builds his Fame, 


And, oddly fond of Glory, barters Shame. 


Tavs 


[a9 1 


Tus monſtrous Shapes, in antick Figures dreſt, 
Spread wide o'er ANpRtw's Party- colour d Veſt, 
Become facetious Marks of Ridicule, 

Declare the Blockhead, and expoſe the Fool. 


The D OG and the SHADOW; 
A FABLE. a 


N Days of Lore, a Farmer's Dog, 
An Eye- Servant, a Thieving Rogue, 

Took a ſly Tour around the Kitchen, 
(Whilſt KA rx, the Cook, her Smock was TING 
And merry Roczx fitting by her, 
Telling Love-Stories near the Fire) 
And ſquinted Buſt, North, Weſt and South, 
To find out ſomething for the Mouth, 


C5 


L 20 ] 
And in the Pantry, on a Hook, 
He ſpies a Leg of Mutton ſtuck : 
This, this muſt be the lucky Minute, 
Or elſe, quoth he, the Devil's in it ; 
To ſteal it out, methinks tis eaſy, 
Now Katz and Roc ER are ſo buſy: 
So up he mounts, on his Fore-Paws, 
And gripes the Joint betwixt his Jaws : 
But now I've got, thinks he, my Booty, 
Left Karz thoulf cold, or RooꝝR ſhoot me; 
For Peace and Quiers 8 fake, * tis better, 
Upailſebare, o on 1 the whole Matter 
To Lhe ts to Day; eil che Water 
(Now bers tis proper, 0 be noted, 
That Towzer's Maſter's Houſe was moated ) 
So in he jumps, with his Tit. Bit, 
And longs on t other Side to get. 
The fam'd Lzanpza cou'd not more 
Defire to land on HRO Shore 5 


4 @— T * 


L 21 J 


But as the Moat was ſmooth and clear, We 
And gilt with Sun Beams here and there, C.. 
The Shadow of his ſtolen Prize, 

Preſents itſelf before his Eyes: 


Bleſs me! ſays he, here's noble Luck l 
Here's Profit, here's increaſing Stock! 
Here's Cent. per Cent. got in a Trice! 
This Stock- Juli ing s a rare Device! 
He faid, — and at the Shadow ſnaps, 
And down the Leg of Mutton drops. 
Too late he does his Loſs bemoan, 
And ſees at once his Proſpect gone. 2 
Speechleſs a while, poor 7owv2er ſtood, . | l : 
And lowr'd on the deceitful Flood ; Os" 
But at the laſt, all drown'd in Tears, 

He curs d his Fate, and ſhook his Ears 


MORA IL, 


4 Was ever ſenſeleſi Dog ſo bit ? 
i Had ever Whelp ſo little Wit? 
„Tce 


| Tay 
% jnyolve Himſelf in ſo much Trouble, 
10 For a meer Shadow, a meer Subble. 
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The RETREAT. 


OvLy You be good yourſelf? be ſure You fly 
W The Dangers of pernicious Company. 
There's nothing to a vertuous Man ſo baſe, 

As 'tis to mix him with the Populace. 

Retire betimes from Men; and tho 'tis rude, | 
Prefer thy Houſe to Them, or Solitude : 

For ſweeter to us is a lowly Home, | 


And more convenient, than a Princely Dome. 
There all is peaceable, all tranquil there, 
Where good Men by themſelves alone, repair ; 
For tis the Work of a refined Soul, 

To reliſh a Retreat, without Controul. 


C 


[ 23 ] 


The PERSUASION to a 


CounNTRY- LIFE, 


I. 
OME, Sir, be calm; Affairs of State 


4 For us are much too intricate. 
Let meaner Subjects all our Thoughts poſſeſs, 
When they as much conduce to Happineſs. — 
Believe me, Friend, when Things ſo high, 
1 Impreſs our Memory, 
We are uneaſy ; but in vain, 
We then diſturb ourſelyes, or then complain, 
Since Heav'n's extenfive Pow'r rules ev'ry where, 
We ought to hope ; but ſuffer when we fear. 
If it ordain the Storms which rage, 
When diff rent Elements engage, 
Or any Faction which annoys the Age 3 
For us to ive to ſwim againſt the Stream, 


- 4 


For 


[ 24 ] 
Tho? you may eaſy it eſteem, 
You'll find the Difficulty ſuch, 
As thoſe do, who doing little, wiſh for much, 
6 If Storms at Sea, 
Or War, more turbulent, diſmay 
The buſy World, what's that to Thee or Me ? 
7 | II. 
Let the vain noiſy Sort themſelves moleſt 
With Doubts and Jars, their ſhallow Hopes infeſt. 
Let *Squire in Parliament New Taxes Frame, 
Let him that's inthe Country, dread the ſame: 
For want of War, let Officers complain, 
And City's tremble for the next Campaign; 
Since we in Quiet do remain 1 
Neglected in the active Scene, 
Let's make our Lives flow gentle and ſerene. 
Why would you ſearch with curious Eye, 
Into the Secrets of Futurity, 
And with the Thoughts of what's 70 be, the Zreſent 


Hour annoy ? 


Let's 


[25 | 
Futurity's uncertain : this is known, 
The preſent Moments only are our on: 
In theſe, let's live as not to fear 
What may enſue, and what we can't avoid; 
Whatever Meſſage Fate doth bear, 
We know ſhe's by the Gods employ'd 


And her important Viſit's not to be deny'd. 


III. 
"Tis here, we meet what we deſir'd 
A Seat of Silence and of Shade, 
From a lewd, factious Town retir'd, 
Where Nature does to Thought perſuade 
To Thought, by which we cannot be betray d. 
Tis here the lib'ral Hand of Heav'n affords | 
Peace to our Beds, and Plenty to our Boards, 
But in the Town with ſuch Ragouſts we dine, 
With ſo much Cookery and Wine, 
That to be drunk at Night, appears the Morn Deſigns 
So with an aking, or a giddy Head, | 
The next Day Noon, we leave a hateful Bed, 
D 


>] 


But here ſuch Vices are unknown, 


We're up, and view the rifing Sun, 

When's early Beams o'er Mountains run : 
And when the ſable Shades do ſcreen the Night, 
Some innocent Allurement does to Mirth invite. 
Secur'd, my Friend, by this Retreat, 

From ev'ry mean and pow'rful Cheat, 

In free Poſſeſſion of i eaſy State, 


Why would you ſeek a Change? why offer tobe Great ? 


EPITAPH _ a Vis IN-LApv. 


HIS Monument contains a Noble Truſt, 
1 Tis pure and uncontaminated Duſt: 
The Mould was made on purpoſe for the Mind 5 
By which this fatal Truth, too late, we find, 
That Angels veil'd in Had, may ſtill appear, 
And Men be bleſt with Holy Viſions here. 


* 
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So ſhe would Joſe, if at the latter Day, 

She ſhould exchange for any other Clay. 

Her ſpotleſs Frame, Earth's Wonder was become, 
Conſerve it therefore, ſuch, O ſacred Tomb, 


Until it ſhall its proper Home reſume ! 


AOLGDGD 2 ODOR 


The Grxear Goop MAN. 
A Tranſlation. 


AEmnulns ille Jovis celſa qui mentis ab arce, 
Sub petihns, &c. Hor, 


= 


H' emulates 2 God, whoſe Mind, elate, 
Looks down upon the Pageantry of State : 


Whom neither Laus, nor Arms, the Vulgar Kind, 
Nor Courts, nor Camps detain, nor Faſces bind: 
In whoſe Great Soul (above the deareſt Vice) 
His Hope or Fear, in calm Rerire ment lies. 

D 2 Exempt 
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Exempt from Fate, he fears not what enſues, 
But his /aſt Day, at a Jong Diſtance, views: 
Smiles at the Port of Death, to which he makes, 


And, full of Life ; prepar'd, his Leave on't takes. 


An ELEGY os the Darn of the Moſt 
Reverend Father in God, Sir WILLIAM 


Daws, late Lord Archbiſhop of Yor x. 


—_— 


— — 


Non rude vulgns, lacrymiſqs novum Ligere jubes: 
hoc contiuuis egimus anms SEN EC. I RoOAS. 


— — 


Ovrp Sighs, bleſt Soul ! our Sorrows juſtly rate, 


Or ſpeak thy Worth: Could Tears reverſe thy 
Fate, 


In ſebbing Airs I'd waſte myſelf away, 

And Sighs ſhould animate thy breathleſs Clay: 
I'd ſoon diſſolve into one watry Eye, 

And veep thee from thy long Eternity. 


But 
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But thou art gone ! and we mult bid Adieu 
To all the Pleaſures we enjoy d in You l 
Vain empty Tears ! that only can expreſs 
Our Griefs, or moan for our Unhappineſs, 
But can't the leaſt of all our Woes redreſs ! 
Unhappy Mortals ! ſubject to complain! 
But more unhappy, that Complaints are vain ! 
Could all the Pow'r of human Arts prevent > 
Thy Deſtiny, or could the Fates relent, 
For Ages, we had happy in Thee been, 
Nor Clouds of Sorrow on our Brows been ſeen ; 
But undiſturbed Joys, and like thy Mind ſerene. 
If Goodneſs, which to others did diſpenſe 
A kind compaſſionating Influence, 
Could Life preſerve, or teach us not to die, 
Thou'dit gain'd o'er Death a Noble Victory, 
And here had been thy Immortality. 
If a ſweet Nature, and good Parts confign'd 
With the improv'd Perfections of the Mind: 


If 
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If Courteſy, which did to all extend; 
And made Mankind, in general, thy Friend: 
F ought that's Juſt, that's Generous, or Brave, 
Could'claim a free Exemption from the Grave ; 
Then thou, ſecur d from Fate, hadſt ill * here, 
The Darling of our Hopes, our Joy aud Care. 
But, Heav'n, alas! does take thoſe firſt away, 
Who are compoſed of the fineſt Clay, 
Left we ſhould think them Angels, if they ſtay. 
Leſt we ſhould proud of our Enjoyments grow, ) 
Andito the Creature with Devotion bow, 
Takes em from us, and Miſeries below. ( 
Shall we then blame the Swiftneſs of thy Night? 
Or fill condole thy over-haſty Flight? 
Thou well employ'dſt thy Days, didſt truly ſeem 
To live that Time, in which moſt others 1707 ! 
Thy haſty Steps thy ſlower Sands out- run, 
And in thy Infancy, the Man begun; 
So Death, miſtaking, view d, and thought thee old; 
Tor Time by Goodneſs, not by Days, is told. 

Fix d 
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Fix'd in an Orb of Joy, thou now doſt ſhine, 
Amidſt the radiant Hoſt of Souls divine: 
Our Loſs Thy Gain; Our Miſery thy Blifs, 


Obſerv'd even in thy AroTaross. 


An O DE to Merancnoty. 5 


I. 

DIE U, vain Mirth, and noi ſy Joys, 
A Ye gay Deſires, deluding Toys: 
Thou, thoughtful Melancholy, deign, 
To hide Me in thy penſi ve Train. 

II. 

& Tell me, what wond'rous Chartns are theſe | © 
a With which thou doſt torment, and pleaſe? 
c« Thou'ſt led me out to Woods and Groves, | 
« Mad'{t me de ſpiſe all other Loves. 


A 


III. Thon 
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III. 
Thou for my chief Conſort I chuſe, 
And ſhun the Thoughts of darling Muſe ; 
And like thy Train, that love to be 
In Darkneſs and Obſcurity. 
ee 
If by the Fall of murm'ring Floods, 
Where lofty Oaks o'erſhade the Woods ; 
Or if where Winds in Caverns groan, 
Thou wander'ſt filent and alone: 
| V. 
Come bliſsful Mourner, wiſely fad, 
In Sorrow's Gatb, in Sable clad : 
Henceforth, thou Care, my Hours employ ; 
Sorrow, be thou henceforth my Joy. 
VI. 
By Tombs where ſullen Spirits ſtalk, 
Familiar with the Dead I walk ; 
While to my Sighs, and Groans, by Turns, 


From Graves the Midnight Eccho mourns. 


VII. Op 
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Open thy Marble-Jaws, O Tomb! 

Thou, Earth, conceal tne in'thy Womb! 

And you, the Worms, this Frame confound; ; 

Ye Reptiles of the teeming Ground!” = 
VIII. 

O Life! frail Ofpring of a Day, 

' 'Tis blown, in one ſhort Gaſp, away 

Swift as the ſhort-liv'd Flow'r it flies, 

It ſprings, it bloams, it fades, it diese 

With Cries we uſhet in our Birth; 

With Groans reſign our tranſient Brea þ 42 

While, round, ſtern Miniſtets of State, 

Pain, and Diſeaſe, and Sorrow, Wat. 

While Childhood reigns, the ſportive Boy © © WN 

Learns only prettily to toy zj 10 

And while he roves from Play to Play, ' 

— Life anay's ©” 219713 90k 
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When to the Noon of Life we zife,'/ 
The Man grows elegant in Viee þ-100 1 
To Glory then in Courts he climbs, 
Vilely judicious in his Crimes. 
6 
When Youth and Strength in Age are loſtt, 
He ſeems, already, half a Ghoſt'z i 
Wither'd and wan, to Earth he bows, 
A walking Hoſpital of Wo es. 
XIII. 
O Happineſs ! thou y Namen 
Say, Art thou bought hy G or Fe qe 
What art thou, Gold, hut ſhining Earth)? 
Thou, common Fame, bat cum Breath. = 4 
XIV. 
If Vertue contradicts. the Voice 
Of Publick Tame, Applauſe is Noi: 
Ev'n Victors are by; Conqueſtz cur(t,, 03 ade BA 
The greateſt Warriors oft am Welt.. 
G -14 n | XV. Let 


[$5] 
XV 


Let Caron; now, no longer dread 
The watchful Paſſion of my Eye, 
To her, and all the World, I'm dead, 
Nor longer dream of Jealouſy, 
XVI. 
Come, then, O Friend of vertuous Woe ! 
With folemn Pace, demure, and flow ; 
Lo! ſad and ſerious, I purſue 
Thy Steps: — Adieu, vain World, Adieu. 


1 


A Winter Evening Amuſement. © 
In a LETTER from Oxford, to 4 Friend 
at London. " 


KJ) 


| Tam roaring Bullies of the Town, | 
From guzzling Port, till Twelve, or 1 ; 
Retir'd from modern City Vices, 3 


aue for Senſe, in Streams of I, 
1 2 ä Purſue 
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Purſue the Labours of the College, 


And, deep in Clafſicks, dive for Knowledge ; 
And, now and then, at yacant Times, 


I ſport in Verſe, and plod for Rhymes, 
To Feet reduce an Heap of Proſe, 
Pleafing in nothing but the Cloſe : 

So 1weet muſt tinkle every Verle, 

Be it for better or for worſe ! 

And now the cutting North-wind blows, 
And tips with livid Blue the Noſe. 

On hoary Vales the Froſt is ſpread, 
Grey as my Cat's, or Grandame's Head: 
Bur F ingers Ends begin to glow, 

And ſhooting Chilblains cramp the Toe. 
Wiſe Men indulge an harmleſs Cup, 
Lay in their Coals, and button-up. 

Cloſe to the Chimney-Piece I bring . 
My Chair, and hear the Oictet ſing: ; 
Carcleſly loll, and kick the Fender, . 
Or mark the Shape of bouncing Cinder. * 


C 7 
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If Money's plenty, I'll carouze- ye. 

Till my Feet ſtagger, and I'm bouzy : 

If low, in Verſe I frive t'extol 

Some cruel Fair — or tipple Call; 

Lethean'Cdl, whoſe muddy Juice 

Damps all the Vigour of my Muſe. 

Like Tar, I tag old SrERNRHOoTD's Metre, 

With Davpzn's Rhymes, tis much the ſweeter. 

Dull Panegyrick, write like BiypLE, 5 

Or play, God proſper, on the Fiddle, 
SomtTIMEs I compliment my PaxLTLIs, 

Or count the Charms of AuARTYLTISs; 

The roguiſh Eyes, the wanton Leer, 

The riſing Buſs, the falling Tear, 

The gentle Smile, the threat ning Frown, 

Her 1er Boſom ſoft as Dom; 

The jaunty Carriage of her Hip, 

The dimpled Chin, or pouting Lis: 

Name all the Graces that become her, 

Like Soldiers catalogu'd by Howza. 


| [1 
. 


[ 38 ] 
Arriv'd ſo far, methinks tis Time, 

To end my Letter and my Rhyme : 

But, firſt, with regular Proceeding, 

To ſhew my Hienaſhip and my Breeding, 

Left modiſh Block heads think me rude, 

Tour faithful Servant will conctude. &c. 


CE eee 


The ADVICE. 


Dimidium Fatti, qui bene cepit, habet. Hon. 


OME Men whole Years in Reſolutions ſpend, 
Who are for ever mending, never mend ; 

This Day's unfit, they II till To-Morrow ſtay, 
And ſtill To-Morrow's fitter than to Day. 

But ye, whoſe Aim and Wiſh to Heav'n aſpire, 
And make thoſe bleſt Abodes your ſole Deſire, 

If ye are Wiſe, and hope that Bliſs to gain, 
Uſe well your Time, live not an Hour in van; 

6 U : 1 
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Let not 'To-Morrow/your vain Thoughts employ,  .. 
But think This Day's the laſt you ſhall enjoy. 
Alas! grim Death's immovable to all, [ 
And tis in vain to ſtrive, for we muſt fall. 
Then, to our Sorrow, we, too late, ſhall ſe e, 3 
How vain our Riches and our Wiſdom be: . 
As mortal, ́äß— overt | +3 1397 bat 
The Hero's Force and Courage muſt give way, 
And own the Strength of Death's ſuperior Sway. 
Eva Caror's Self, who proſtrates at her Feet 
So many fighing Slaves; Whoſe lively Wit 
tmmortal ſcems ; at laſt muſt yield to Fate, 
And find the Vaniry of all her Charms, perhaps, too latel 
; Recall betimes, then, what's already done: 
Senſeleſi, and void of Care, o more ruſh on .") 
But think, how inſupportableꝰs his Don, 
Who truſts his All on what may never come - 12A 
Think, on his Death-bed, when he, gaſping; Hes 3 
What Horrors muſt his fright& Soul ſurprize ! © | 
How will he-withthe had been ſooner Wife! 
21 When 
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When he reflects upon the Life he's led! +1: 12? | 
How vaſtly, to his Colt, he was deceiv d! | 2 
How often Warnings he bas had betore ! 


How often he has promis'd to give oer, 
Turn gogd, and; fondly, follow Vice no more oc 
How often to bis Health he was reſtor d, 
And yet, alas! how often broke his, Word! 
With what Confuſion muſt his Mind be rackt ! 
What diffrent anxious Thoughts his Soul diſtract 15 
That, would he then think on a future State, 
And wou d, indeed, repent, he can't compleat, 
With ſuch a troubled Mind, a Work ſo great. 
In vain, too late, for Help he does apply: 
For nought but Horror, Guilt and Death, are nigh, 
Oh, hapleſs State of endleſs Miſery ! | 
Let's always, then, ſo well, ſo witely, live, 1 
Ag neeer to ſtand in need of a Reprieve. 

o us, ſo arm d, Death lovely muſt appear; 
— Hl guilty, We no Ill can fear, 
But joy to think our endleſs Bliſs fo near. of 


Bad n 


